Meltdown 


Author: The_Elder 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Oct 23 2017 1:51:19 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Shattered 


What happens when an unstoppable force meets an immovable object? 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


The band meeting had not gone well. The fistfight that had happened between Steven and Axl at the end had 
gone even worse. Each ended up with assorted bruises and sore ribs after being pulled off each other. lzzy 
didn't really remember the specifics of what led to Axl pulling the first punch against Steven's nose. He just 
remembered the two of them getting into a violent ruckus on the floor, the grunts interlaced with cuss words. 
He did, however, remember that he, Duff and Slash were staring at them, dumbstruck, and not really knowing 
where to start in pulling them off each other. It was decided wordlessly that Izzy would pull Axl off, being the 
more knowledgeable of the redhead's tactics in a fight, and Duff and Slash would pull off the furious drummer. 
The kicking and intense desire to beat each other bloody was still strong in the two until they had been 
dragged to opposite sides of the room. 


"Popcorn, you junkie fuck, at the next meeting, | want you sober or not there. Get it, or do | need to use 


smaller words?" Axl growled, wrenching his arms from Izzy's grasp. 


"| get it, asshole." Steven pouted, admitting defeat in the position his bandmates held him in. "You want me gone, 
so just say it” 


"I want you gone! | want you out of MY FUCKING BAND!" Axl turned on his heel and stomped out of the 
slightly shaken-up meeting room, slamming the door behind him. Izzy watched him leave, then looked at Duff 
questioningly, wondering if he was still useful to the meeting, if it could be called that anymore, or more useful 
to the cause of making Axl calm down a little. A returned shrug gave him the answer he needed to chase 
after their fuming singer who had already reached the parking lot and was trying to start up his car and 
failing miserably. It could only be making him more wound up; of that, Izzy was certain. Best to just silently 
follow him home, however creepy that may be. Increasingly creepy, Izzy realized, with every mile he followed 


on his motorcycle. 
This is fucking insane. Why the fuck am | following Axl home? 


A question for the ages if there ever was one. Call it instinct or intuition, but something deep inside just knew 
that this would work. Axl put up emotional barriers as best he could, but if he was yelling at someone who 
was used to, and knew the way past them, they had little to no effect. Which was the angle Izzy was hoping to 


achieve when he pulled up Axl's driveway. 


The door was slightly ajar, which meant he had stomped inside the house and slammed the door, forgetting 
once again that the knob was fidgety and wouldn't let the door close if it had been shut too violently. He was 
not pleased. Definitely in a mood that would make lesser men shiver in their boots. Especially at the prospect 
that they might be the target for objects likely to shatter against their heads. All things Izzy had seen and 
withstood before. 


He parked and made his way inside, closing the door behind him gently and quietly to avoid making his presence 
known too suddenly. At this point he needed to retain his cool and just find out where Axl had decided to 
maintain his appetite for destruction. Judging by the location of smashing noises, somewhere upstairs. Possibly 
his bedroom, which was chock-full of things to shatter. 


Izzy made his way up the stairs slowly, sighing at his own crazy brain for making him do this. He was walking 
directly into the storm, and there was little chance of coming out unscathed. But the question remained, should 
he announce his presence, or hope Axl would just notice him and not care? Probably the option that wouldn't 


get him stabbed before the raging singer knew who he was. 


"Ax, are you okay in there, man?" The noises of chaos ceased for a moment as he must have been articulating 


a response. 
"Stradlin, you fucker, you best damn hope you're just a voice in my head and not actually here, or | swear to 
God Almighty, | am going to throw you out this fucking window." The murmured words came, threats dripping 


from every syllable. 


"Better get your throwing arm ready." Izzy chuckled, reaching the top of the stairs. Axl shot out of his room 


like a bullet, holding a shard of what may have been a beer mug at one point. 


"What the fuck are you doing in my house? How did you even get in here?" He demanded, brandishing the 
shard. 


"You know that door doesn't shut when you slam it. | came to calm you down and try to prevent you from 


breaking yourself" Izzy explained calmly, holding his hands up in peaceful surrender. 


"To babysit me, you mean. Fuck off, Izzy." He gave the guitarist a death glare before returning to his room 
and smashing more things. Izzy, however, didn't fuck off. The opposite, in fact. He followed Axl enough to lean in 
the doorway of his room, watching the destruction unfold and surveying the damage that had occurred before 


he had made himself known. 


"I said FUCK OFF, BASTARD!" Axl screamed, launching a steak knife at Izzy's head. He ducked just enough for it 
to lodge itself into the wooden door behind him. 


"If you keep this up, you won't have anything left to break. Pace yourself" Izzy laughed to himself. 


"Right. Because this is all one big joke to you! Everything! The whole fucking band is a joke to Izzy Stradlin, King 


Of Comedy." Axl sneered, tipping over a dresser onto the floor. 


"Christ, Axl, I've seen you pissed before, but right now, I'm just surprised you didn't run anyone over on the 


way here. What's gotten you so upset?" 


"You wanna know why l'm so upset? I'll tell you why I'm so upset. | worked my ass off for this band. Who does 
the interviews? Steven? He's fucked up beyond belief. The second the company clears it, I'm throwing him on 
his ass. Duff and Slash are far more focused on their drugs than doing any work and you.." Axl paused for a 
minute to chuckle hysterically. "You're the worst of the fucking bunch. | can't remember the last time | saw 
you when you didn’t look high. We got thrown off the ship, and you're all relaxing in the lifeboat while | row us 
someplace that won't fucking get us killed And | want the dead weight off if they're only in this fucking boat to 
mooch off of my work. If you're just gonna be dead weight, get off MY. FUCKING. BOAT!" He emphasized every 
word in his screams by punching the mirror above his dresser, shattering it and causing splinters of glass to 
lodge themselves in his already bruised and bloody knuckles. Only once all the shards had landed on the floor did 


Izzy move from his spot in the doorway and slowly approached the panting, seething singer. 


"Don't fucking touch me" Axl growled, backing away from Izzy's outstretched hands, cradling his bleeding hand 
in the crook of his arm. "Just fuck off back to your dope. Its what you want, isn't it? Any chance to run off 


for your next fix, right? You fucking junkies are all the same.’ 


"If you'd shut up for a minute, | could remind you that you can't possibly get all that glass out of your hand 
by yourself" Izzy replied calmly. His voice was as cold and hard as a rock; a sign he himself was getting pissed 
off at everything Axl had to say. "And if you'll indulge me and shut up for a second minute, | could offer my 
help to pulling it out so you don't have to go to the hospital." Axl paused mid-word and sighed, looking over his 


hand. His pride wouldn't allow him to vocally accept the help, so he slid down the wall in the back of his room, 
holding out his hand where Izzy could help clean it up but didn't have to touch him too much. 


He was still glowering behind his functioning hand when Izzy started pulling out the bigger chunks that had 


gotten lodged in. Only making small noises of pain for the pieces that were deeper in. 


"You wouldn't be hurt if you hadn't punched a mirror." He murmured, jokingly scolding the redhead. Axl only 
glared at him harder. 


"Do you think | care?" He growled. Izzy could have sworn he heard a little voice crack. 


"I think you care too much. Maybe not about the glass, but about the band. Thats why you haven't quit and 
gone off on your own yet. | would have if | was you." He said quietly, trying to calm Axl down enough to think 
rationally. "We really do reap the benefits of your hard work It isn't fair." 


"Did you need me to point that out for you, Sherlock?" Axl mumbled, too emotionally exhausted to sound angry 


anymore. 


"You brought it forward. But I've been dancing around the idea in my head for a while. It's why I've been trying 


to get clean." 


"Exactly. Trying. You've been trying to get clean ever since your first hit. It's a lie | hear every day from too 
many people, Izz. What makes you think I'll believe you this time?" Ax sighed, looking down at his knees. 


"Ask me how long it's been since | had a fix." Izzy pulled out a particularly long shard at the word ‘fix’, causing 


Axl to wince. It still ached to say it.. 
"How long has it been since-" 


"Three weeks. | went through all the dope sickness. | threw out thousands of dollars of pristine stuff. | went 
through the aches and the pains alone. And | did it for the band. | did it for you." He tilted up Axl's face, 
staring him straight in the eye. 


I'm not perfect. But I'm trying. I'm helping you row now. You aren't alone anymore." Izzy gently lowered Axl's 


bruised, but glassless, hand to the floor and stood up, stretching his arms over his head. 


"Think about what you want from this band, Ax. I've never known you to give up before, so make the decisions 
you think are right." With that, the lanky guitarist strode out of the broken-up room, thumbs jammed into his 
pockets. 


"If | didn't get all the glass, use a piece of tape to pull them out" He called from the front door, leaving Axl 
alone in the big house. Too big for just one man. Which is what he'd remain until things could change. Not that 
they would. Only once he heard Izzy's bike pull out of the driveway did Axl stand for himself, observing the 


work Izzy had done on his hand. It didn't hurt anymore. Nothing hurt anymore. Not his head or lungs or heart 
or any other part of his body. 


"Fucker's got magic hands." The redhead chuckled, leaving his room in the disarray he had caused. It wasn't 


time to worry about the broken room. Not when he had calls to make. 


